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DEDICATION 

I,  'prentice  hard  unworthy, 

My  halting  verses  bringing 

To  you  whose  flower  fragrant  soul 

Is  worthy  of  all  singing, 

Indulgence  crave  for  my  unmeasured  stave 

And  dream  confused  bruit 

Of  halting  song,  in  broken  discord  ringing 

From  an  untutored  lute. 
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PRENTICE  SONG. 

I  have  signed  my  'dentures  to  the  wistful  calling, 
I  am  bound  a  'prentice  to  the  goodly  guild  of  song, 
Heart-fires  and  star-shine,  liberties  enthralling, 
Journeyings  to  Faeryland,  commerce  with  the  strong. 

Seven  years  of  service  and  bitter-sweet  devising, 
Aye,  a  life  of  journey  work  before  the  mark  be  won. 
Lives  o'  men  and  toils  o'  men  for  my  merchandising, 
Tradings  in  the  marts  of  night,  traffics  with  the  sun. 

Glorious  the  lordly  stores  that  fill  our  cloud-roofed  market 

tent, 
"Wizard  gems  of  fancy  and  flowered  webs  of  rhyme. 
Rich  are  my  masters,  chapmen  of  the  firmament. 
Captains  of  the  sky-seas,  marchantmen  of  time. 

Far  sped  their  galleons  and  happy  their  returning. 
Splendid  are  the  cargoes  they  bear  across  the  deep, 
Loves  from  Elysium  to  feed  the  world  hearts'  yearning, 
Ladders  wrought  by  seraphim  to  scale  Wrong's  castle- 
keep. 

I  have  signed  my  'dentures  to  the  wistful  calling, 
To  the  goodly  guild  of  song  I  am  prentice  bound. 
They  be  my  masters  who  fashion  thoughts  enthralling 
Argosied  with  winged  words  to  sail  the  world  around. 
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TO  MY  GRANDMOTHER 

On  Her  Eighty-Third  Birthday 

O  mother  of  my  mother,  spirit  rare, 
Crowned   with  the  silver   of  unselfish   years, 
0  smiling  soul,  0  faith  undimmed  by  tears, 
0  valiant  heart  whose  travail  none  could  share. 
Save  thy  loved  Nazarene;  about  thy  chair 
A  dream-host  of  bless 'd  ministries  appears 
This  birthmorn,  wraiths  of  warworn  volunteers. 
The  sick  and  sorrowful  who  knew  thy  care, 
The  hearts  bowed  down,  the  weary  mutineers 
Against  His  love,  whom  thou  hast  comforted 
In  thy  long  gentle  service.    Heaven  hears 
Not  this  poor  song  I  bring  thee,  but  the  tread 
Of  angel  armies  down  the  laddered  spheres 
Bearing  celestial  laurels  for  thy  head, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  conquest  of  the  years. 
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MINE  OWN. 

I  have  been  sailing  in  other  men's  boats, 
I  have  been  tugging  at  other  men's  oars, 
Freighting  their  treasures  to  alien  shores, 
Echoing  chansons  from  other  men's  throats. 

Now  I  would  build  me  a  vessel  strong. 
Raise  mine  own  banner,  set  mine  own  sail, 
Cleave  mine  own  sea-path  and  breast  the  gale, 
Homeward  bound,  singing  mine  own  song. 
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INVICTUS. 

He  truly  wins  who  but  aspires, 
The  eternal  norm  outflys  our  ken, 
The  battle  wounds,  the  furnace  fires, 
The  pride  brought  low,  the  scorn  of  men, 
All  these   the  struggling  soul  requires 
To  make  it  pure  and  strong  again ; 
Life  is  a  season  of  soul  straining 
Toward  the  light,  and  our  distressi — 
Could  we,  but  see, — a  key  which  gaining 
We  enter  into  happiness. 
Losing  is  often  veiled  attaining 
Earth's  failure  may  be  God's  success. 
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MUSED  MARY  IN  OLD  AGE. 

The  lengthening  shadows  of  the  cedar  trees 
Have  blended  into  twilight,  and  the  sun 
Has  plunged  in  glorious  gold  precipitance 
Beyond  the  dim  crest  of  the  western  hills, 
Bearing  with  it  the  day's  disquietudes; 
And  now  the  stars,  that  lamp  the  feet  of  God, 
Are  lighted,  and  night's  purple  silences 
Steal  gently  'round  me  fraught  with  memories: 

'Twas  such  an  hour  as  this, — long,  long  ago 
Yet  seeming  yesterday, — he  came  to  me, 
My  little  son,  in  joyous  travail  bom, 
Out  there  across  the  hills,  in  Bethlehem, 
Where  we  who  journeyed  southward  to  be  taxed — 
Strangers  in  our  own  father's  land — had  found 
No  shelter  in  the  crowded  kahn  and  shared, 
Perforce,  a  grotto  with  the  stabled  kine. 

Ah,  how  it  all  comes  back  again  to  me ! 
The  court-yard  in  the  flickering  torch  light,  filled 
With  huddled  trav'lers  sleeping  'neath  the  sky, 
The  kneeling  camels  of  a  caravan, 
The  patient  asses  dozing  by  th^  wall, 
A  smell  of  roasting  meat  at  little  fires, 
The  shouts  of  mellon  sellers,  the  low  drone 
Of  reverend  elders  bending  to  their  prayers, 
Barking  of  street  dogs,  porters'  blasphemies. 
The  laughter  of  a  girl,  the  mellow  flute 
Of  some  rapt  lover,  and  the  tinkling  tune 
Of  sheep  bells  foldward  moving  through  the  dark. 
And  then  the  hour  supreme,  wherein  my  soul 
Clomb  the  dark  pinnacles  of  pain ;  and  death 
Grappled  with  life  through  whirling  aeoned  years. 
But  fled  at  length  and  left  the  Miracle. 
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They  laid  him  there  beside  me  on  the  hay, 
A  wee  pink  being  in  his  world's  first  sleep; 
My  arm  was  'round  about  him  and  his  breath 
Was  warm  with  life  on  my  exultant  breast, 
And  they  whose  winged  watch  is  set  to  keep 
Ward  in  the  valley  lands  of  Heaven  looked  down, 
Not  up,  that  night  to  find  their  Paradise. 
All  weak  with  labor  and  soul's  happiness 
I  lay  beneath  the  sapphire  tent  of  skies, 
And  in  my  heart  I  made  a  little  prayer 
Of  thanks  that  flew  up  to  the  throne  of  God 
On  swift  dove  pinions  of  unuttered  song, 
And  as  I  prayed,  lo,  upon  loops  of  stars 
Night's  velvet  curtainings  were  lifted  up, 
A  wondrous  light  turned  aU  the  world  to  rose 
And  down  the  skies  swept  singing  seraphim 
In  mighty  echo  of  my  little  prayer. 


Oh,  can  it  be  that  three  score  years  have  marched 
In  troubled  caravan  across  the  waste 
Of  desert  life  since  then,  and  can  it  be 
That  I,  who  sit  here  in  mine  eventide. 
White  with  the  snows  of  sorrow  and  of  time, 
AVas  once  a  bright  tressed  girl  who  heard  the  choirs 
Of  Heaven  rejoice  that  she  had  borne  a  son? 
Why  I  can  feel  that  little  heart  beat  still 
Close  to  my  own,  the  touch  of  little  hands 
Warm  and  caressing  on  this  withered  breast ; 
Still  I  can  hear  the  first  low  wail  that  marked 
His  woe's  beginning  and  the  tortured  path 
That  He  should  tread  in  mighty  gentleness, 
With  pain  and  anguish,   'til  Tlis  love  supreme 
And  terrible  meekness,  overcoming  death. 
Should  lead  Him  conciueror  to  sit  with  God, 
Pleading  for  sinful  men,  in  Paradise. 
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Today  I  stole  into  the  synagogue 

And  heard  a  rabbi  read  the  sacred  scroll : 

How  that  my  lord,  Isaiah,  said  of  old, 

Thy  Maker  is  thy  husband,  he  hath  called  thee 

As  a  forcsaken  ivoman,  spirit  grieved; 

God,  for  a  little  moment,  hides  His  face 

From  thee,  hut  with  His  loving  kindness  soon 

And  tender  mercies,  shall  He  gather  thee. 

Then  was  I  comforted,  and  peace  displaced 

The  turmoil  in  my  heart,  and  minded  me 

Of  that  great  promise  Gabriel  bore  from  God 

And  the  unmeasurable  fruitage  of  His  word. 

The  life  and  death  and  glory  of  my  son. 

So  in  the  shades  of  life  and  night  I  sit, 

Under  the  sheltering  arbor  of  the  dark 

That  curves  above,  vined  o'er  with  trellised  stars, 

Waiting  my  spirit  bride-groom,  and  the  sound 

Of  that  loved  voice,  long  silent  save  in  dreams. 

Calling  across  the  vibrant  firmament 

0  Mary,  Mother  Mary,  come  to  Me. 
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A  CELTIANA. 

Hedone's  fair,  and  the  sheen  of  the  hair  of  her 
Copper  and  gold  in  the  shine  of  the  sun, 
Great  is  the  care  that  the  faery  folk  hold  of  her, 
Warding  and  guarding  their  hawthorne-bloom  one. 

Over  the  green  lawn  dancing  at  dawn  she  glides. 
Light  as  a  thistle  plume,  merry  as  May, 
Maive  is  the  mother  of  her,  and  her  father  rides 
Up  the  white  sky  roads  to  fight  for  the  Day. 

Grey  as  the  sea  in  the  twilight,  the  eyes  of  her, 
Sweet  is  her  song  as  the  mavis  at  morn. 
All  the  brave  princes  are  mad  for  the  prize  of  her, 
Bearing  gem  jewels  her  grace  to  adorn. 

Souls  have  been  sold  for  to  kiss  but  the  glove  or  her, 
Nations  have  fought  for  the  light  of  her  smile. 
Many  have  died  and  shall  die  for  the  love  of  her. 
All  she  beguiles  with  her  freedom  from  guile. 

Strong  is  her  castlekeep  on  the  cloud  mountains  high, 
East  of  the  sunrise  and  west  of  the  moon. 
They  who  persue  her  there  fail  and  come  never  nigh, 
They  who  are  careless  of  her  win  the  boon. 

Hedone's  fair  and  the  sheen  of  the  hair  of  her 
Copper  and  gold  in  the  shine  of  the  sun. 
Great  is  the  care  that  the  faery  folk  hold  of  her 
Warding  and  guarding  their  hawthorne-bloom  one. 
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IN  THE  CITY  TWILIGHT. 

A  slag-red  ember  in  the  rose-grey  sky, 
Green  April's  sun  flames  clown  the  dark'ning  west, 
And  hooded  rainelouds  like  pale    mourners  rest 
Their  weary  heads  upon  the  misty  hills; 
Black  Vulcan's  incense  rises  from  the  mills, 
The  huddled  city  slumbers  in  a  haze, 
Bluewalled  by  somber  mountains  at  whose  feet 
A  thousand  sentry  furnace  fires  blaze. 

My  city  is  a  weary  woman  toiling 

To  win  the  fruits  of  some  undreamed  emprise, 

Her  soul  is  vocal  with  primaeval  cries, 

Her  world  is  smelted  from  abysmal  things, 

Yet  from  her  struggle  wells  a  voice  that  sings 

Above  the  groanings  of  deed-clamorous  birth 

And  passionate  creation  with  a  song 

Fused  from  the  mingled  tongues  of  all  the  earth. 

Song  of  the  toil-world  half  articulate, 
A  prayer  of  all  who  hunger  to  be  free, 
The  moan  of  time  old  human  agonies. 
An  upward  thunder  on  the  stair  of  years, 
A  valiant  hope  that  strives  with  ancient  fears, 
The  still  small  voice  of  countless  ministries. 
And  like  a  crystal  trumpet  peal  the  shout. 
Of  faith  reborn  in  new  glimpsed  prophecies. 

More  ardent  than  the  liquid  flame  that  pours, 
From  fume  crowned  furnace,  is  her  heart  of  fire 
Monstrous  her  labor,  boundless  her  desire. 
Bent  backed  she  strives  amid  the  mvick  and  slime 
To  move  the  inert  weight  of  evil  time. 
With  throbbing  heart  she  struggles  'gainst  the  bars 
That  threat  her  progress,  pausing  now  and  then 
That  seek  new  strength  in  the  eternal  stars. 
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EPITHALAMIUM 
To  a  Friend  on  this  Bride-eve. 

Love  wind  his  crystal  horn, 

Upon  thy  marriage  morn 

Triumphant  from  the  headlands  of  the  soul, 

For  now  the  mistic  round 

The  ring  of  life  profound, 

Birth  gemmed,  death  jeweled,  is  again  made  whole. 

He  who  a  bridal  sings 

Chants  all  created  things, 

Flashes  of  primal  fire,  star  dust  from  chaos  swirled 

Through  the  young  firmament, 

Atom  with  atom  blent, 

God,  on  His  work  intent,  molding  a  world. 

In  thee  the  God-spark  still 

Felt  the  creative  thrill. 

Thou  too  couldst  rear  a  realm  of  heart's  desire, 

Space  and  eternity 

Found  a  new  bound  in  thee. 

Sounded  thy  heart  strings  with  the  sphered  choir. 

Fondly  thy  sculptor  heart 

Modeled  with  eager  art 

A  seraph  shape,  and  when  the  work  was  wrought 

Touching  the  lifeless  form 

Felt  the  cold  flesh  grow  warm 

Til  lived  a  woman  where  had  dreamed  a  thought. 

Deep  in  the  shadowy  sea 
Of  cosmic  mystery 

The  pearl  of  joy  sphered  round  its  argent  core 
Til  from  that  unplumbed  night 
Time  billows  tipped  with  light 
Flung  it  refulgent  on  a  dawn  kissed  shore. 
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Blessed,  O  heart,  for  thee, 

That  mid  the  meer's  debris 

Beachstrewn,  thou  found 'st  the  orient  pearl  of  price, 

For  in  the  later  year 

That  iris  builded  sphere 

May  buy  thee  entrance  into  Paradise. 


Now  is  the  bud  unfurled, 

The  red  rose  of  the  world 

That  clambers  to  the  casements  of  the  dawn, 

Virile  in  Tyrian  shade 

Its  cordate  petals  made 

In  ardent  symbol  of  flawed  arcs  redrawn. 


Now  is  the  world  made  one. 

The  wood  and  the  jessant  sua, 

The  sky  and  the  river  are  joined  and  softly  the  opal  mist 

Drooping  like  angel  wings 

Blends  with  the  hills  and  clings 

Gemming  with  diamond  dew  the  flowers  it  has  kissed. 


Ripe  is  the  bearded  wheat, 

Ripe  the  full  grape  and  sweet, 

Now  is  life's  cup  empurpled  to  the  rim 

Pressed  amid  jocund  toil. 

The  spirits  aureant  oil 

Fills  earth's  amphora  to  its  golden  brim. 


Pluck  then  the  grape  and  sup 
Life  in  the  brimming  cup. 
The  primal  sacrament  new  blessed  for  yon, 
In  the  transubstant  wine 
Glimmers  the  thing  divine, 
The  dual-one  and  the  allmerging  two. 
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Still  the  eternal  two ! 

Two  eagles  in  the  blue 

Two  jeweled  lizzards  blazing  in  the  sun, 

Two  pards  with  gazelocked  eyes, 

Two  vibrant  butterflies. 

The  unal  pair,  the  mistic  two  in  one. 


Now  is  the  law  fulfilled 

As  the  AUfather  willed. 

Now  anew  spun  and  twilled  the  cord  of  fate, 

Pilgrims  through  aeons  past, 

Up  from  the  protoplast. 

Another  step  toward  the  ultimate. 


Not  they  alone  who  stand 

Intent  on  either  hand 

"Witness  these  'spousals,  seal  these  nuptial  ties, 

Lo  the  whole  tribe  of  man 

Since  first  the  world  began 

And  souls  unborn  mark  all  with  gladsome  eyes. 


Love  wind  his  crystal  horn, 

Upon  thy  marriage  morn ! 

Triumphant  from  the  headlands  of  the  soul. 

For  now  the  mistic  round. 

The  ring  of  life  profound. 

Birth  gemmed,  death  jeweled,  is  again  made  whole. 
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SONNET  FOR  A  GALLANT  GENTLEMAN. 

Bev.  George  Alexander  McKallip  Dyess,  Ph.D.,  Professor 
of  History  in  the  University  of  Pittsburgh. 

God  has  called  home  a  gallant  gentleman, 

Who  loved  the  Truth  beyond  his  life,  and  willed 

To  win  the  world  for  it:  whose  days  were  filled 

With  selfless  giving;  one  whose  powers  ran 

In  no  mean  channel;  and  who  strove  to  span 

The  gulf  twixt  man  and  Heaven;  who  sought  to  build 

Lives  from  the  lessoned  past ;  a  seeker  skilled 

To  limn  man's  place  in  the  Eternal  Plan: 

He  kept  the  faith  and  fought  the  valiant  fight, 

His  course  is  finished,  but  the  work  he  wrought, 

In  simple  service  and  with  gentle  might, 

Lives  as  his  soul  lives,  with  new  beauties  fraught, 

To  quicken  dowTi  the  potent  years  and  light 

Earth's  darkened  places  with  the  truths  he  taught. 
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URANIA. 

With  swift  word-hounds  I  have  tracked  thee 
Through  the  marshes  of  the  night, 
Down  the  valleys  of  the  mom, 
Up  the  golden  steeps  of  noon, 
But  of  thine  elusive  beauty, 
I   have   never   caught   al   sight. 
Though  I  made  the  sun  my  huntsman 
And  took  counsel  of  the  moon. 

With  the  west  wind  for  a  courser, 

I  have  ridden  down  the  days, 

I  have  leaped  the  rainbow  bars, 

1  have  trailed  the  azure  ways. 

Climbed   the  cloud  hills,  toiled  the  light  roads, 

That  are  coiled  among  the  stars, 

But  the  magic  of  thy  smiling 

Mocks  unseen  my  vain  assays. 

I  have  fashioned  for  thy  snaring 
Nets  of  interwoven  phrase. 
Digged   soft  pitfalls  for  thy  taking. 
Bated  gins  with  roundelays, 
Spent  unfruitful  nights  in  making 
Plots  to  catch  thee  earthward  faring 
But  thy  timid  boldness  ever 
Shuns  the  trap  my  cunning  lays. 

Oh,  could  I  but  truly  know  thee. 
Learn  thy  secret  lyric  lore, 
Broach  the  soul  wine  in  thy  store, 
I  would  pay  the  debt  I  owe  thee 
In  a  song  so  sweet,  the  door. 
Of  High  Heaven  open  swinging 
To  the  lure  of  my  singing. 
Should  clang  lockward  never-more. 
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Oh,  if  I  could  win  thee  nearer, 
Mighty  in  thy  love  bestowed, 
I  would  build  for  thine  abode, — 
Towers  of  climbing  crystal,  clearer 
Than  the  sunbeams  moted  road. 
In  a  garden,  song-enchanted. 
By  the  sleights  of  faery  planted, 
To  the  magic  of  an  ode. 

Robes  of  sunrise  I  would  weave  thee, 
I  would  girdle  thee  with  stars, 
Gem  thy  hair  with  glittering  spars. 
Could  mine   impotence   conceive   thee 
From  my  lute  the  dulcet  bars 
With  celestial  music  ringing 
Should  lead  all  the  nations  singing, 
From  their  chaos  of  red  wars. 
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GLORIA  MARTIS. 


Old  wife  in  the  weedy  field, 
Lonely  in  toil, 

Where  bides  your  good-man  that 
You  till  the  soil? 


Gone,  since  last  he  planted  here, 
Many's  the  Spring, 
Under  desert  sands  he  lies 
Dead  for  his  king. 

Old  wife  with  the  withered  form 
Bent  in  the  sun. 
Where  are  your  brawny  lads. 
Say,  have  you  none? 

Two,   sir,   wrapped   in   battle   flags, 
Rest  in  the  sea, 
Two  were  slain,  and  broken  lived 
One  earae  back  to  me. 


Old  wife  with  the  thin  white  hair 
Weary  and  worn 
Surely  your  bonny  lass 
Left  you  not  lorn? 


We  were  bitter  poor,  and  she 
Sorely  misled. 

Lost  in  the  camps  long  syne, 
God  grant  she's  dead! 
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IN  APRIL  WOOD. 


I  walked  in  April  wood, 

When  violets  were  springing, 

To  hear  the  aerie  pipes  of  rustic  Pan 

And  dryads  singing. 

Green-gold  the  budding  trees, 

Fragrant  the  sunny  air, 

I  thought  to  see  the  goat-haunehed  satyrs  play 

With  white  nymphs  there. 

Starwhite  the  dogwood  shone. 

The  crab  tree  bloomed  in  flame, 

But  Pan  was  dead  and  through  the  reverend  wood 

My  Lord  Christ  came. 

The  warm  light  burned  to  red-gold  in  His  hair. 
The  south  wind  in  His  candant  garments  stirred, 
And  tenderly  in  scarred  hands  He  bore 
A  wounded  bird. 

About  His  lips  the  unrecorded  smile 
Played  lovingly,  now  joyous  and  now  sad, 
Like  a  white  cloud  shade  on  a  noonbright  slope, 
And  at  His  coming  all  the  wood  was  glad. 

They  know  not  Thee,  who  weep  for  mad  Pan  dead, 
Or  mourn  his  silenced  sensuous  revelry, 
He  who  has  seen  the  aura  round  Thy  head 
Asks  for  his  soul  no  higher  ecstasy. 

O  Peaceful  Conqueror,  of  caprice  Pan 
Thine  is  the  paean  which  the  green  woods  sing, 
Thou  are  the  Mistic  Master  of  new  birth, 
Thou  art  Eternal  Spring. 
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NOVA  MATER. 


A  Chant  of  Immigration. 


Our  Mothers  were  the  old  lands, 

Unto  pain  and  toil  thej'  bore  us; 

Ah,   cruel   were   our   Mothers, 

But  we  loved  them,  love  them  still ; 

Our  kinsblood  dyed  to  crimson 

Their  stained  flags  that  darkened  o'er  us, 

But  we  loved  them  while  we  suffered, 

And  we  bowed  us  to  their  will. 


Our  Mothers  were  the  old  lands, 

And  we  labored  for  their  glory; 

Our  sweat  and  tears  were  mingled 

In  libation  to  their  might; 

Our  young  men  and  our  maidens 

Died  upon  their  altars  gory. 

But  we  dared  not  stay  our  giving 

When  our  Mothers  claimed  their  right. 


0  Mother,  fair  new  Mother, 
From  the  West  we  heard  you  calling 
With   a  pregnant  voice   of  promise. 
Like  a  trumpet  o'er  the  sea; 
And  we  thought  us  of  the  old  lands. 
But  thy  word  was  all  enthralling. 
So  we  brake  our  ancient  fetters 
And  in  hope  we  came  to  thee. 
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0  Mother,  rich  new  Mother, 
We  have  ventured  all  to  gain  thee— 
Mistress  of  uncounted  treasure — 
Hath  our  striving  been  in  vain? 
Toiling,  shall  we  be  requited. 
Sowing,  shall  we  reap  a  measure, 
Of  thy  boasted  golden  bounty 
As  a  guerdon  for  our  pain? 


0  Mother,  strong  new  Mother, 

We  have  bought  thy  love  with  sorrow; 

We  have  sought  thy  smile  in  mill-fires, 

And  thy  voice  in  crashing  pines. 

For  thy  yesterday's  desire 

Must  we  pay  with  death  to-morrow. 

In  thy  caissons  and  thy  quarries, 

In  thy  furnaces  and  mines? 


0  Mother,  stern  new  Mother, 
Is  thy  heart  stiU  great  and  tender? 
Is  thine  arm  still  strong  in  justice? 
Is  thy  love  unspoiled  and  free? 
Wilt  thou  crush  the  meek  and  lowly 
'Neath  thy  chariots  of  splendor? 
Wilt  thou  mock  thy  far-called  children 
When  in  faith  they  come  to  thee? 


Art  thou  also  cruel.  Mother, 
As  the  ancient  lands  that  bore  us. 
Where  our  hearts  cried  out  for  freedom, 
And  our  starving  mouths  for  bread? 
Was  thy  voice  a  siren's  calling? 
Was  thy  torch  that  flamed  before  us 
But  the  blay  witch-fire  drifting 
Round  a  temple  of  the  dead? 
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Foster,  Mother,  sibyl  Mother, 
Hear  thy  later  children  crying 
For  a  guide  among  the  mountains, 
For  a  beacon  on  the  sea. 
For  a  love-sign  in  the  battle, 
Where  oizr  broken  folk  are  dying. 
For  a  new-bent  bow  of  promise. 
For  a  voice  of  prophecy ! 
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DE  COMITE. 

If  eyes  might  see  the  burning  teints  of  thought, 
Wherewith  the  cloistered  fancy 's  cunning  art 
A  thousand  altar  canvasses  hath  wrought, 
To  deck  the  silent  chapels  of  the  heart, 
In  all  my  pictures  they  should  see  Thy  part. 

If  ears  might  catch  the  melody  divine, 
Of  tones  which  never  swell,   beyond  the  bounds. 
Of  flesh  that  wall  this  spirit  house  of  mine. 
Then  should  the  golden  theme  of  Thee  be  found 
Pure  in  my  songs  above  the  baser  sounds. 

Could  others  tread  the  undivulged  ways 

My  voyager  soul  walks  in  the  wilderness 

Of  baffled  nights  and  incompliant  days, 

In  the  great  darkness  they  should  touch  Thy  hand, 

Even  as  I,  My  Friend,  and  understand. 


HILLS  IN  SPRING. 

I  love  the  wind-swept  hills  in  Spring, 
Blue  skies  above  me,  and  below 
The  orchards  white  with  perfumed  snow 
.And  vocal  with  birds'  caroling. 

Like  April  brooks,  o'er  rich  vsdth  rain, 
Life  overflows  its  Winter  course, 
Earth's  green  delight  a  new-found  source, 
Swells  the  soul's  tide  to  flood  again. 

Grey  Winter,  the  dull  earth-man  knows, 
Low  toiling  cousin  to  the  clod, 
But  with  the  rising  sap,  he  grows 
To  freeborn  brotherhood  with  God. 

High  on  the  wind-swept  hills  of  Spring 
I  gaze  across  the  world  and  see 
The  earnest  of  new  blossoming, 
And  our  diviner  destiny. 


0  GODDESS  OF  RELUCTANT  SONG. 
Triolet. 

O  goddess  of  reluctant  song, 
My  garlands  you  delight  to  spurn, 
My  hecatombs  are  ever  wrong, 
O  goddess  of  reluctant  song. 
What  offerings  fit  to  thee  belong, 
What  savory  incense  must  I  burn? 
O  goddess  of  reluctant  song. 
Thy  favor,  long  withheld,  to  earn? 
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unconqup:red. 

Sonnet. 


A  brave  song  for  the  unfulfilled, 
The  hope  undaunted  striving  on 
Though  youth  and  power  and  joy  be  gone, 
The  broken  life  that  dares  to  build 
Upon  its  ruins,  the  soul  filled 
With  valiant  discontent,  the  wan 
Night-watcher  faithful  to  the  dawn 
The  heart  no  fate  or  fear  hath  stilled; 

Where  the  black  city's  greed  hath  drawn 
Its  squalid  cordon.  Faith  still  sings 
On  Patmos  still,  some  later  John — 
Sees  visioned  truths  of  higher  things, 
Still   'mid  the  toilers  bravely  on 
March  humble  prophets,  captains,  kings. 


FOREVER. 


Nothing  is  lost :  the  song  of  a  thrush  at  dawn 

A  song  unheard,  the  scent  of  a  waste-blown  flower. 

The  toil  of  a  day-lived  grub,  a  dew  drop  on  the  lawn. 

Or  a  rainbow  after  the  shower. 

Nothing  is  lost :  speed,  thought,  thou  canst  not  die ; 

Unuttered,  prisoned,  deed  performing  not. 

Yet  art  thou  potent, — nothing  lives  in  vain — 

Faith  piloted,  fate  pinioned,  by  and  by 

In  earth  or  sea  or  heaven  thou  shalt  attain. 
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LEGEND  OF  THE  LOTUS. 

In  thought  sat  Krishna-god,  the  infinite 
Master  of  life  transcendent,  when  the  night 
Was  old,  by  a  dim  river's  reedy  marge 
And  the  moon's  arrows  on  the  flood's  black  targe 
Fell  shattered  into  shards  of  silvery  light. 

Fair  in  the  shallows,  moored  on  tangled  stem, 
The  lotus  flowers  in  the  moonshine  rode 
Like  opal  coracles,  and  Krishna  blessed 
Them  all,  but  one  he  loved  above  the  rest. 
One  that  in  more  than  earthly  beauty  glowed. 

"Live,  happy  flower,  to  human  shape  transformed", 

So  spake  the  god,  and  at  his  word  the  air 

Thrilled  with  seraphic  music  and  a  maid 

In  petalled  sari,  tremulous,  afraid 

Before  her  awed  creator  bowed  in  prayer. 

"0  where  shall  I,  thy  timorous  one,  abide. 

Thy  blossom  child,  born  in  the  moon's  white  gleam*' 

"Dwell  in  the  cloud  kissed  mountains,  or  the  sweep 

Of  the  illimitable  wilderness,  or  keep 

Thee  in  a  crystal  palace  'neath  the  stream." 

"My  Lord,  I  fear  the  bleak  cold  of  the  peaks. 
The  wilderness  is  mad  with  burning  sands, 
And  in  the  gloom-green  deeps  the  waters  hold 
Monsters  of  death  and  terrors  manifold;" 
Perplexed  sat  Krishna-god  with  head  in  hands. 

While  yet  he  sat,  the  stars  paled  overhead 
And  dancing  up  the  east  the  roseate  day. 
Flame  flinging,  gemmed  the  rivers  dimpled  breast 
With  darting  ruby;  from  the  azured  crest 
Of  distant  hills  the  night  veils  trailed  away. 
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The  wood  birds  woke  to  matin  melody, 
But  clear  and  high  above  them,  zepher-bome, 
A  crystal  carol  broke  the  reverie 
Of  Krishna,  'twas  the  poet  Valmiky 
Singing  his  song  of  w^elcome  to  the  morn. 

Foot  deep  in  the  bright  waters,  inid  the  leaves 
In  the  dawn's  glow  the  lotus  maiden  stood. 
And  seeing  her  the  singer's  soul  was  filled 
With  a  tumultuous  surge  of  joy  that  stilled 
His  song,  too  weak  for  that  beatitude. 

Then  came  a  thought  that  pleased  Lord  Krishna  well: 
"Not  in  the  deepsi,  nor  in  the  wilderness 
Or  on  the  crested  snows,  but  in  the  heart 
Of  this  fond  poet,  enter  thou  and  dwell, 
0  lotus  maid,  for  thy  soul's  happiness." 

But  when  the  slender  lotus  maid  was  come 
To  her  new  dwelling,  mad  with  fear  she  cried : 
"Lord,  set  me  free,  here  are  the  dragoned  deeps, 
Here  the  sun  fevered  sands  and  here  the  steeps 
Of  arctic  snow,"  but  Krishna-god  replied: 

"The  silent  cold  of  thought,  the  passions  heat. 
The  floods  of  life  are  there  and  there  shall  stay 
'Till  thou,  fair  spirit,  merge  and  conquer  them, 
Purging  the  evil  and  the  hate  away, 
Making  the  soul  of  Valmiky  complete." 

Then  was  the  maid  content  and  down  the  day 
Singing  a  braver  song  went  Valmiky 
To  share  love  with  his  fellows;  where  he  trod 
The  field  flowers  made  a  blossom  road  to  God — 
And  musing,  Krishna  smiled  in  reverie. 
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TOILS  IN  THE  DARK. 


The  morniBg  hands  have  counted  three,  and  creep 
Down  the  blurred  dial's  tarnished  yellow  glow, 
The  stars  are  journey -weary,  and  below. 
The  day-o 'er-labored  city  glooms  asleep. 

O'er  factory  roof  and  tenements  the  darks 
Have  spread  their  kindly  curtainings  to  veil 
The  ugly  squalor,  and  beyond,  the  pale 
Ghost  hills  are  gemmed  with  amethystine  sparks. 

Only  the  tuuiient  clangor  of  a  gong 
Cleaves  the  thick  silence,  or  belated  feet 
Reecho  on  the  pave,  or  in  the  street 
A  rumbling  market  wagon  crawls  along. 

Life  yields  to  death  an  hour's  mastery, 

Save  in  wealth's  dim  gray  towers,  pied  with  light, 

Where  patiently  the  women  ply  by  night 

Their  lowly  trade  and  unsung  industry. 

Gaunt,  wistful  women,  widowed  ones,  old  wives, 
White  ringless  mothers,  girls  from  oversea, 
Slatterns  and  shrews,  a  span  of  poverty, 
The  nightly  scavengers  of  human  hives. 

Back  breaking  lot  is  theirs  to  scrub  till  day 
In  silent  office  cell  and  echoing  hall. 
Where  their  lax  footsteps  like  a  menace  fall 
And  down  the  tomb-white  galleries  die  away. 

All  through  the  dark,  toil  these  who  cannot  find — 
In  life's  stern  struggle — bread  beneath  the  sun, 
From  menial  night  a  poor  dole  must  be  won 
By  these  to  whom  the  broad  day  is  unkind. 


Ignorant,  cheerful,  unhorizoned,  brave 
To  strive  for  one  close  little  room  called  home, 
For  child  or  sickman  or  old  mother  lone, 
Or  burial  surance  gainst  a  potter's  grave. 

Work  brings  its  social  joys,  they  meet  at  three — 
Much  as  their  wealth-born,  leisure  sisters  do — 
Open  their  meagre  luncheon  stores  and  brew, 
Above  the  mop-room  jet,  their  gossips'  tea. 

Their  talk  is  commonplace,  loquatious,  crude. 
With,  "I  said  this,"  and,  "She  said  that  to  me," 
Slang  troped  with  picturesque  redundancy. 
The  news  and  scandal  of  the  neighborhood. 

Sordid  details  of  bargaining  and  debt, — 
The  rents  grow  higher,  will  they  never  stop? 
This  one  has  found  a  cheaper  butcher's  shop; 
Young  Aggie's  fellow  won  a  boxing  bet. 

Spring  Alley  had  a  wedding  yesterday 
And  kept  a  party,  'twas  a  grand  event: 
Drunk  Dugan  cursed  his  dying  sacrament 
And  blessed  ground  's  forbidden  to  his  clay. 

How  someone's  mister  's  breaking  work-house  stone — 
He  left  her  just  before  their  seventh  came; 
How  next  door  Mary  took  her  recent  shame, 
Refused  Bills  name  and  gave  the  child  her  own. 

Its  rumored  that  two  rival  charities 
Are  planning  Christmas  baskets  for  the  poor, 
And — if  one  only  knows  the  ropes — one's  sure 
To  win  a  dole  from  both  philanthropies. 
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Jim  Shannon  's  home  again,  he's  been  away 
Tramping  the  road  since  last  year's  panic  came, 
He  has  consumption,  and  the  doctors  claim 
One  lung's  gone  and  he  hasn't  long  to  stay. 

Thus  on  a  hundred  humble  themes  they  play 
While  the  half-hour  lasts,  then  back,  to  work 
Till  the  new  light  wans  purple  through  the  murk, 
And  the  laborious  night  gives  place  to  day. 

Time  by  the  lowest  margin  metes  our  age, 
Not  by  our  boasted  wealth  shall  History  judge. 
But  by  the  wrongs  of  such  as  these,  who  drudge 
Birth-bound  to  want  and  hopeless  heritage. 

What  though  we  rear  proud  towers  with  golden  walls, 
What  though  we  rend  the  treasured  earth  for  spoils 
The  just  years  will  remember  but  the  toils 
And  impotent  bondage  of  our  humble  thralls. 
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BY  THE  GREY  ROAD. 

Lo,  pageant  Life  goes  bravely  by 
With  prismic  teint  and  panopy, 
I  lift  no  eagle  standards  high 
For  quite  content  am  I  to  ply 
My  shuttle  words  the   grey  road   by, 
If  I  may  only  sing  and  see 
How  pageant  Life  goes  bravely  by 
"With  prismic  teint  and  panopy. 


TRILIUM. 

Trilium  with  petals  three, 

Spring-begotten,   starry   bright, 

In   thy   slender   growth   I   see 

Life  from  death's  dark  loam  set  free, 

Nature's  immortality; 

Triune   symbol   pearly  white, 

Of  the  mystic  Trinity, 

God's  flower  reared  for  man's  delight. 
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TO  THE  MOTHER  LAND. 

I  saw  a  gamit  grey  woman — 

When  the  weary  sun  was  falling- 
Yokefellow  to  an  ox, 

Dragging  home  the  plow, 
While  her  idle  sons 

Lolled  in  the  dooryard  calling 
"Give  us  food  and  drink",  and  O 

Mother,  it  was  thou. 


1  saw  a  fisher's  widow — 

When  the  grey  surf  was  breaking- 
Beating  in  across  the  shoals 

Where  death  tugged  at  the  bow, 
While  her  shore-safe  sons 

Paused  in  merry  making. 
Crying:  "Share  thy  catch",  and  0 

Mother,  it  was  thou. 


1  saw  a  beggar  wife — 

Through  the  road  dust  toiling — 
Sorrow  in  her  tired  eyes, 

Pain  upon  her  brow, 
While  her  sluggard  sons  at  home, 

Eager  for  the  spoiling. 
Whined:  "Part  us  thine  alms",  and  0 

Mother,  it  was  thou. 
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INDIAN  LULLABY. 


Through  the  wood  the  night  wind  glides, 
In  his  lover's  blanket  shrouded, 

Up  the  blue  his  moonlove  guides 

Her  white  canoe  o'er  skies  unclouded. 

Bwayea!  my  wee  one,  ewayea! 
Ewayea!  Ewayea! 

Like  their  brother  stars  above, 

Fireflys  in  the  dusk  are  gleaming, 

And  a  woodthrush  sings  his  love 

Where  the  murmuring  brook  is  dreaming. 

Ewayea!  my  wee  one,  ewayea! 
Ewayea !  Ewayea ! 

Now  the  hunter  from  the  trail 

Tepeeward  his  face  is  turning, 

O'er  the  hills  the  mists  hang  pale, 

Red  the  bough-fed  fires  are  burning. 

Bwayea !  my  wee  one,  ewayea ! 
Ewayea !  Ewayea ! 

In  the  brackens  couch  the  deer, 

Sleep  the  bees  with  labor  weary. 

Thou  shait  slumber  too,  nor  fear. 
Safe  in  mother's  arms,  my  dearie. 

Ewayea!  my  wee  one,  ewayea! 
Ewayea!  Ewayea! 
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FIDE. 

The  Future  flows  not  from  the  Past 
Aloue,  its  source  in  ancient  springs 
Only  a  part,  for  undreamed  things, 
Fountains  of  new  creation  leap — 
Unborn  of  Time — to  swell  the  deep; 
The  world  lives  by  new  venturings. 

Think  you  the  One,  whose  power  hath  served 

To  people  the  wide  firmament 

With  the  innumerable  stars,  is  spent 

In  journey-work  of  world  and  sun? 

Time  grows  by  Heaven's  discontent. 

HE.  tools  forever  in  the  flux. 
Potter  Immutable,  whose  clay, 
Mutant,  may  shape  a  Milkyway — 
From  nebulous  fires:  aether  swirled, — 
Or  an  amoeba's  raindrop  world. 
For  ends  that  mock  our  mind's  assay. 

What,  though  we  strive  to  fix  the  bounds 

And  limn  the  Undivulged  Cause, 

Though  thought  on  mind's  last  marches  draws 

Its  ultimate  line,  some  later  race 

Will  win  beyond  to  vaster  space, 

And  bind  our  unknowns  with  its  laws. 

Lo,  Science  fails  at  length,  her  power 
Climbs  not  above  the  gelid  clod, 
Her  earth-bound  feet  have  never  trod 
Transcendent  paths  above  the  spheres; 
She  cannot  glimpse  beyond  the  years', 
The  timeless  empery  of  God. 
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There  is  a  truth  we  may  not  write 
Equationwise,  and  Rea.son  stands 
Humbled  at  last  upon  the  sands 
By  an  illimitable  chartless  sea 
Thwarted,  while  Faith's  sure  argosy 
Makes  harborage  by  new  found  strands. 

Aye,  though  our  midge-minds  scarce  can  touch 

The  runic  borders  of  the  Veil, 

Though  in  our  impotence  we  fail 

To  thread  Fate's  labyrinth,  or  read 

The  riddle  writ  on  Being's  screed. 

Through  Faith  we  know,  by  Faith  prevail. 
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0  MAGDELENE 

Thy  painted  cheeks  are  trailed  with  tears, 
Thy  hard  red  lips  are  tense  with  pain, 

For  thou  alone  must  bear  the  stain, 

While  they  who  'spoiled  thee  pass  serene, 

Mocking  thy  tortures  down  the  years 
Of  black  remorse,  0  Magdelene. 

A  soul,  half  stifled,  bids  thee  dare 

Scorn  by  the  sophists'  craft  to  win 

An  unearned  pardon  for  thy  sin, 

But  man's  base  double  law  makes  elean 

Thy  guilty  partners,  lest  they  Sihare 
Thy  pariah  caste,  0  Magdelene. 

Thou  ean'st  not  gloss  thy  sinhood  o'er 
With  white  enamelings  of  love, 

In  God's  own  face  was  flung  thy  glove, 
But  the  sand  writing  Nazarene, 

As  in  His  earth  daysi,  bids  thee  go 
Ajid  sin  no  more,  0  Magdelene. 

Thou  needest  less  our  suppliant  prayer 

Than  they  who  ground  thee  in  the  mire, 

Whose  loved  ones  pay  the  cursed  price 
Nature  exacts  for  mad  desire; 

Pray  them  the  mercy  thou  hast  seen. 
For  His  love's  sake,  0  Magdelene. 
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NOCTURNE. 

In  silence  from  her  poppy  fields, 

The  Night  bears  home  her  slumb'rous  sheaves, 

The  murmuring  west  wind  softly  weaves 

Veil  threads  of  drousy  melody, 

And  from  his  bower-hall  of  leaves 

A  silver  throated  night  bird  breathes 

His  song  of  lyric  ecstasy. 

On  Night's  dim  forehead,  bound  with  stars, 
A  burning  pearl,  the  full  moon  glows, 
And  backward  floating  as  she  goes 
Her  sapphire  drapings  fill  the  skies, 
Dark'ning  the  wan  world  to  repose; 
Before  her  swings  the  perfumed  rose, 
In  dewey  fragrance,  censerwise. 

I  stretch  my  glad  arms  to  the  Night 
For  she  hath  come  to  carry  me. 
By  elf  en  spell  and  wizardry, 
O'er  moated  keep  and  castles  grey 
Through  cities  reared  in  revery 
Beyond  the  realms  of  fantasy. 
Across  the  hills  to  Arcaday. 
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CAMP  FOLLOWERS. 

We  who  in  Thine  armies  marching 

Pause  to  snatch  a  spoil, 

We  who  buy  our  victor  laurels, 

With  another's  toil, 

What  reward  shall  be  have  won 

When  our   life   enlistment's   done? 

We  who  tarry  safely  tented 

While  the  battle  reds  the  plain, 

We  whose  unblazed  shields  are  tainted 

With  the  tincts  of  shame, 

What,  0  Lord,  shall  be  the  prize, 

Of  our  sinful  cowardice? 

We  who  set  to  guard  the  ramparts 

Sleep  'till  day. 

We  who  for  a  dole  of  silver 

Sell  our  comrades  lives  away. 

Where  shall  our  reward  be  found 

When  Thy  conquering  trumpets  sounds 

Ours  the  love  of  pomp  and  power, 
Ours  the  lust  of  golden  horde, 
Ours  the  faithless  marshalling, 
We  are  jackals  following 
In  Thy  armies'  wake,  0  Lord. 
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WOOD   SHRIFT. 

At  once  a  priest  and  penitent  I  kneel 

Before  the  Lord's  high  altar  in  the  wood, 

To  shrive  me  from  the  ills  of  old  desire; 

For  yesternight  the  young  Spring  came  and  stood, 

Green  vestured,  by  me !   'neath  a  dim  new  moon, 

In  whose  pale  light  elusive  gems  flashed  fire. 

Like  glow-worms  in  the  twilight  of  her  hair; 

And  with  the  voice  of  mother  winds  that  croon 

O'er  white  anemones  upon  the  hills; 

Or  the  low  murmur  of  the  brook  that  fills 

A  grove  with  slumberous  music  in  the  night, 

Cried:  Wake  thee,  soul,  the  new  year  maketh  fair, 

Pure  from  the  sloughing  of  death's  scruff,  in  light 

Arise,  drink  deep  of  new  found  life  and  feast. 

Till  as  the  angels,  who  thy  banquet  share. 

Thou  canst  embrace  the  new  sun  in  the  east. 


Within  this  leafy  minster,  pillared  high 

With  time  sculped  trees  whose  arches,  gothic  groined, 

Rear  the  translucent  fabric  of  the  roof, 

With  here  and  there  a  window  tov.ard  the  sky. 

Through  which  heaven's  horde  in  vibrant  sunbeams  coined 

Falls  dapp'ling  all  the  aisles  with  golden  light, 

I  kneel  to  shrive  me  of  mine  old  desires: 

Here  all  is  peace,  the  world  moans  far  away. 

Strife  and  vicissitude  are  passed,  the  fires 

O  brother-war  gone  out,  the  tyrannous  sway 

Of  passion  broken,  and  the  sight  made  clear 

That  I  may  see  and  know  things  as  they  are 

Victorious  vanquished,  as  the  Master  wills, 

Through  Beauty,  God's  high  priestess  in  the  hills. 
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THE  OLD  GREEK  ROOM. 

Dedicated  to  Henry  Sayre  Scrihner,  M.A., 
Professor  of  Greek  Literature  in  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh. 

A  bleak  bare  room,  north  lighted,  dingied  o'er 
With  dust  of  twenty  years,  its  smeared  black  walls 
Covered  with  half-erased  hellenic  scrawls, 
Confused  battalions  of  dead  paradigms; 
Furnished  with  palsied  seats  whose  scarred  arms  bore 
The  knife-carved  evidence  of  student  crimes. 

While  yet  thou  hadst  not  won  thy  toil-bought  bays, 
Such  was  thy  temple,  Alma  Mater  mine. 
Thy  poor  Parnassus,  the  unlovely  shrine 
Of  Pan  and  Helios,  the  Delphic  cave, 
Where  smoked  the  tripods  of  the  elder  days 
When  poets  sang  and  men  and  gods  were  brave. 

But  we  who  loved  the  temple  and  its  priest 

Cared  little  though  its  fane  were  dark  as  Dis, 

For  fancy  built  a  bright  acropolis 

From  those  dark  walls,  and  through  the  grimy  pane 

Our  northern  fog  became  the  Golden  East, 

And  sunbright  Hellas  laughed  to  life  again. 

********* 
We  saw  the   'leaguered  towers  of  Troy, 
We  watched  the  Greeks  leap  to  the  charge, 
We  heard  the  clash  of  glave  on  targe, 
We  trod  the  battle-shaken  plain — 
Shuddering  as  we  passed  the  slain — 
And  she,  whose  beauty  was  the  bane 
Of  those  encrimsoned  armaments. 
Fair  Helen,  down  the  misty  years. 
Smiled  on  us  from  the  battlements. 
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"With  wise  Odyaseus  on  the  wine-dark  sea 

We  sailed  to  Circe's  isle,  or  in  the  halls 

Of  high  roofed  Ithaca  beheld  the  brawls 

Of  the  importunate  wooers;  or  conned  the  sage 

Maxims  of  gnomic  singers  and  the  glee 

Of  old  Archiloeus'  satiric  rage. 


Where  the  hills,  like  the  bow  of  Selene, 

Are  bent  to  the  sea. 
And  the  wind  o'er  the  murmuring  marshes 

Rides  eager  and  free, 
We  thrilled  to  word  of  the  masters, 

As  paced  to  and  fro 
The  tragical  masquers  of  fate, 

Or  we  laughed  when  below 
The  chorus  of  miraes  'round  the  altar 

Made  ludicrous  show. 


Or,  surfeited  with  these. 

We  hid  in  laurel  shades  and  spied 

On  Dyanisic  mysteries 

Ecstatic  on  the  mountain  side — 

Up  the  height,  up  the  height, 

Leaping  and  dancing, 
Lo,  through  the  night 
Dyanisos  advancing, 

Lyaeus !     Lyaeus ! 

Round  him  the  maidens,  wanton  and  fair. 
Locks  unguent    dripping. 
Cone  bearing,  mad  in  the  red  torches  glare 
To  the  pipes  tripping, 
Lyaeus !     Lyaeus ! 
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Pards,  yellow  eyed, 
Fanns  goath  aunched,  springing, 
Naked  youths  dyed 
With  wine  lees,  and  singing 
Lyaeiis !     Lyaeus ! 

Green  leaves  and  grapes 
Round  hot  brows  vining, 
Lythe,  joyous  shapes 
Rose  coronals  twining, 
Lyaeus !     Lyaeus ! 

Up  the  height,  up  the  height. 
Leaping  and  dancing, 

Lo,  through  the  night 

Dyanisos  advancing, 
Lyaeus  L    Lyaeus ! 


But  more  than  all  we  loved  the  umbrageous  shade 

Of  some  old  plane-tree   'neath  blue  Coan  skies, 

Where  swift  the  shepherds'  lyric  shuttle  flies 

Twixt  Corydon  and  Battus  in  the  praise 

Of  Amaryllis,  or  idylic  lays 

Are  raised  to  ripe  Demeter,  from  whose  hand 

Come  corn  and  grapes  and  oil  to  bless  the  land: 

Or  on  the  shore  of  the  Sicilian  sea. 
Whose  waters  are  of  lapis  lazuli. 
We  saw  the  osier  huts  of  fisher  men 
Hung  thick  with  weedy  nets,  or  in  the  glen 
Heard  the  press-song  of  sun-brown  maids  with  bare 
Must-purpled  limbs  and  poppies  in  their  hair. 
#«***#*♦♦ 

A  bleak  bare  room,  north  lighted,  dingied  o'er 
With  dust  of  twenty  years,  and  yet  to  me 
A  portal,  which  some  kindly  wizardry 
Had  taught  my  patient  master  how  to  throw 
Frame-wide,  and  lead  me  eastward  to  explore 
The  golden  glories  of  the  long  ago. 
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ACROSS  THE  GULP  I  CALL. 

To  you,  across  the  gulf,  I  call, 

With  passionate  shout 
And  wing  afar  your  name; 

Gravid  with  faith  and  doubt 
My  soul,  its  low  cry  blotted  out 

By  the  roar  of  Fate's  waterfall. 

Countless  messengers  I  send 

On  pennate  feet 
Praying  one  treasurable  word, 

But  swift  is  thy  retreat ; 

Yarer  than  courier's  feet; 
All  bootless  fall  the  golden  hopes  I  spend. 

Yet  to  the  uttermost  I  follow  true, 
And,  though  I  fail 

To  sight  the  glory  of  thine  eyes. 
Or  pass  the  inscrutable  veil, 
Aye,   'till  the  sun  grows  pale 

And  stars  die.  o'er  the  gulf  I  call  to  you. 
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THE  COMING  OF  AUTUMN. 

The  faery  folk  are  weaving  in  the  deep  wood  and  singing, 
Weaving  scarlet  pennants  and  bannerets  of  gold, 
Faery  anvils,  silver  smitten,  in  the  glen  are  ringing, 
Blythe  are  the  armorers  that  forge  the  blades  of  cold. 

Blades  of  frosty  silver  for  the  armies  that  are  swinging 
Down  the  azure  skylanes  from  the  castle  of  the  snows. 
Bearing  ruddy  cressets  through  the  misty  night  and  fling- 
ing 
Wide  their  wurrus  fire-brands  and  coals  of  flaming  rose. 

Comes  the  King  of  Autumn,  on  the  northwind  riding, 
Carpetings  of  iron  weed  are  purple  'neath  his  feet, 
Swallows  swift  the  couriers  his  eager  marches  guiding. 
Follow  fast  his  cuirassiers,  borne  by  chargers  fleet. 

Far  flies  the  Summer,  the  south  bound  sun  pursuing. 
Brave  are  the  woodlands  in  liveries  of  red. 
Merry  are  the  fairyt'olk  when  Autumn  come  awooing 
Earth  who  stands  to  welcome  hira,  with  vine  leaves  'round 
her  head. 
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SONG  FOR  SWIFT  SOWING. 


I  have  little  time  to  sow 

And  none  for  harvesting, 

Other  hands  will  bind  my  sheaves, 

For  I  must  journey  soon. 

To  the  distant  country  where  the  healing  lilies  grow: 

They  whom  He  hath  stayed  to  reap 

Day-delve  and  at  even'  sleep, 

But  I  must  go  on  plowing 

In  the  white  dusk  of  the  moon. 


My  fallow  field  is  sighing  / 

For  the  keen  share's  caressing, 

I  will  speed  the  furrows  on, 

For  I  must  journey  soon 

To  the  azure  city  where  the  sunset  flags  are  flying; 

They  who  tarry  here  shall  gain 

Ephahs  heaped  with  golden  grain. 

But  I  shall  know  but  plowing 

In  the  white  dusk  of  the  moon. 


What  know  they  who  pity  me 

The  guerdon  I  am  promised, 

Promised  by  my  manor  lord 

To  whom  I  journey  soon? 

I  shall  find  my  harvest  in  the  roadend  city, 

When  my  sower's  sack  I  bring 

Empty  rich  unto  the  King, 

When  's  done  my  faithful  plowing 

In  the  white  dusk  of  the  moon. 
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THE  THUNDER  STORM. 


The  swart  tumultuous  lovers,  the  melanous  persuers, 
Have  thundered  down  the  heavens  and  o'er  the  country- 
side, 
Silver  and  violet  the  swords  of  Earth's  wild  wooers 
Flash  above  the  black  manes  of  the  foam-flecked  clouds 
they  ride. 

Ebon  from  the  sullen  South,  surge  incrassate  standards 

swirling, 
SuJphured-grey  to  westward  the  crackling  guidons  fly, 
Archers  of  ApoUyon,  arrowed  rains  are  hurling. 
Bitter  bright  with  wurrous  light  the  chariots  rumble  by. 

Trembles  Maiden-earth  at  the  mad  lovers'  sueing, 
Tear-pearled  her  'spousal  robe  of  emerald  and  gold, 
Mighty  their  caresses,  her  frightened  strength  subduing, 
Cruel  their  embracing,  their  kisses  icy  cold. 

Out  of  the  sunset  comes  the  "West  wind  dashing, 
Riding  to  rescue  her,  he  leads  his  legions  fleet, 
Puissant  he  charges  where  the  jagged  blades  are  flashing, 
Mighty  is  the  battle  when  the  maddened  armies  meet. 

Craven  the  wooers  and  soon  to  eastward  flying, 
Far  away  and  farther  their  flame-tipped  lances  fade, 
In  the  muttering  distance  their  thunderings  are  dying. 
Lights  the  Moon  his  lanthorn  for  Night  in  stars  arrayed. 

Westwind  and  purple  Night  their  faithful  watch  are  keep- 
ing 
O'er  the  weary  Earth  aslumber,  now  the  storm  is  gone, 
Til  up  the  sardent  East,  her  lord  the  Sun  comes  leaping 
Orient,  in  gladness  to  comfort  her  at  dawn. 

66 


AUTUMN  RAIN. 

The  Autumn  rain  has  ceased, 

The  blind,  white  rain 

That  writes  its  cryptic  braille 

On  sill  and  window  pane 

In  strange  plashed  characters. — 

A  tale  of  distant  sea-birth  and  world  high 

Dalliance  with  misty  mountains, 

Journeyings  o'  the  sky, 

Silvery  precipitance  of  wind-thrid  fountains 

Or  the  swift  flight 

Of  sagittal  flame  from  cragged  clouds  of  night; — 

All  through  the  dark  the  lithe  drops  leaped  and  danced 

Staccato  measures  on  the  tiles,  and  glanced 

Through  open  casements  'til  I  made  an  end 

Of  elfin  trusion  with  close  crystal  doors. 

Half  guiltily,  as  though  I  barred  a  friend. 


CAIRN  OR  QUEST. 

Our  world  is  not  a  slow  heaped  cairn 
Which  we,  brief  pausing  pilgrims,  raise 
With  cumulative  stone  to  mark 
The  grave-mound  of  interred  days. 
Ere  we  shall  tread  our  silent  ways 
To  dumb  oblivion  and  the  dark: 

'Tis  rather  a  great  tourney,  set 
Between  the  twilight  and  the  dawn. 
Where  joust  we  for  the  acolade 
'Gainst  wrongs  dun  puissance,  and  on 
Down  lance-strewn  lists  to  gain  anon 
The  King's  word  and  the  knighting  blade. 
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MY  GROTTO. 

My  soul  is  like  a  grotto  by  the  sea 
Wherein  reverberate  the  surge  and  roar 
Of  life's  eternal  ocean,  and  in  me 
Reechoes  every  wave  that  climbs  the  shore. 

My  world  is  compassed  with  sapphire  gloom, 
I  cannot  see  the  vexed  waste  stretching  far. 
Only  a  jagged  splotch  of  sunwhite  spume. 
Or  through  my  narrow  door  one  crystal  star. 


PALINDROME. 

Eternity's  the  threshold  of  a  door 

Through  which  our  souls  in  ceaseless  journey  pour. 

Life  the  approaching,  Death  the  going  o'er. 

And  then  returning.  Life  and  Death  once  more. 


A  PRAYER. 

O  give  us  strength  to  face  our  day 
With  courage,  as  Thy  sons  of  old, 
To  lift  our  voice  in  prophecies 
Against  the  gods  of  stone  and  gold; 
Give  us  to  see  and  understand 
The  heart  of  man  and  to  forgive. 
Give  us  the  faith  to  touch  Thy  hand, 
Teach  us,  0  gentle  Lord,  to  live. 
Amen. 
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